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Dedication 
To   Xandra 

The  sullen  fires  of  a  reluctant  dawn 

Burn  through  my  waggon  window — on  the  roof 

The  light  rain  leaps  and  dances,  while  the  scent 

Of  Spring  swims  through  the  silence  up  to  me. 

Ah!  wild  shy  dews  that  gather  on  the  grass, 

You  witness  that  the  lovely  things  of  life 

Must  not  be  handled,  or  they  cease  to  live. 

So  words,  like  clumsy  fingers,  must  not  try 

To  pay  your  friendship  compliments  of  speech. 

I  cannot  recollect  when  it  began ; 

I  cannot  bear  to  think  when  it  must  end. 

You  of  the  understanding,  single,  heart, 

This  book  is  your's — because  it  is  a  part 

Of  me — just  as  imperfect,  Andy,  as  that  me 

For  whom  you  always  make  allowances. 

These  humble  verses  hide  about  the  foot 

Of  that  ascending,  lofty,  wondrous  stair 

Called  Song — look  up  those  vast  and  winding 

nights 

And  you  will  see  how — at  the  very  last — 
They  end  against  the  open  starlit  sky. 
What  of  my  little  verses  down  below? 
Real  poets,  even,  never  reach  the  stars, 
However  high  and  gloriously  they  soar. 
This  for  your  comfort  in  my  humble  gift 
And  for  my  courage  in  the  offering  it. 
Poetry  is  the  apt  ambassador 
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Of  Life  and  Dreams :  but  there  are  things  beyond. 
Those  moments  when — not  only  do  we  live — 
But  we  are  Life,  or  Love,  or  Grief,  or  Joy — 
Must  stay  for  ever  inarticulate, 
Beating  their  mute,  wild  wings   against  the  sky. 
The  perfect  songs  remain  the  songs  unsung. 
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Sonnet 

Day  fades  in  peace :  the  garden's  friendly  face 

Is  hidden  from  me — was  it  really  true 

I  walked  one  little  hour  ago  with  you 

Across  the  wood  ?    For  now  I  scarcely  trace 

The  outline  of  dim  trees  against  dim  space. 

Faintly  I  hear  the  starlings :  much  ado 

They  make :  about  the  proper  way  to  woo — 

As  through  the  dusk  they  chatter  and  they  chase, 

Dim  world  outside :  a  shadow  and  a  sky ! 

It  is  the  secret  life  that  counts,  you  see. 

There,  where  the  spirit  sets  her  boundary 

Of  thoughts  and  dreams,  and  strangers  come  not 

nigh; 

Which  holds  no  welcome  for  the  passer-by, 
But  where,  my  dear,  you  always  come  to  me. 
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Drudgery  and  Dreams 

In  London  town  a  red-haired  clerk 
Sits  at  his  desk  and  toils  all  day, 

Writing  in  ledgers  until  dark, 

Wearing  his  transient  youth  away; 

Anxious,  for  doom  will  overtake 

A  lapse  of  mind,  a  chance  mistake. 

Accounted  "steady,"  this  would  mean 

Considerable  City  praise : 
A  very  promising  machine 

Careful  to  curb  his  youthful  ways. 
Ah!  Youthfulness,  so  starved  and  bled, 
How  long  before  you  will  have  fled? 

At  last  the  work  has  reached  an  end 
Until  to-morrow:  eyes  that  swim 

And  head  that  aches :  let  us  pretend 
London  is  dead — that  looks  so   dim. 

Anyhow  Drudgery  is  dead, 

Dreams  will,  in  mercy,  reign  instead. 

The  greasy  streets  are  black  with  rain, 
He  does  not  heed  the  passers-by. 

His  heart  is  gripped  with  lonely  pain; 
A  home-sickness  that  will  not  die, 

Above  the  murmur  of  the  crowd 

The  burn  at  home  is  singing  loud. 
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And  when  inevitable  Night 

Paces  her  starlit  avenues, 
The  Exile's  dream  is  his  by  right, 

Even  the  Fates  dare  not  refuse, 
And,  like  a  bird  tossed  from  a  cage, 
His  soul  regains  its  heritage. 

Those  hills  he  always  loved  to  scale 
Where,  far  beyond  the  haunts  of  men, 

Among  the  mists  that  wreathe  and  pale, 
The  eagle  soars  above  the  glen. 

Ah !  holy  silence  of  the  loch 

That  lies  away  in  Badenoch. 

Begone — vain  learning  taught  in  schools; 

While  laughter  lies  on  crystal  air 
And  brindled  fish  in  amber  pools, 

Why,  youth  seems  just  too  fine  to  bear! 
And  all  the  joy  that  in  life  lies 
Brings  sudden  tears  into  the  eyes. 

The  breeze  upon  the  wood-bound  crag 
Dances  and  nods  in  every  tree; 

While  orange  bracken  waves  a  flag 
The  whole  moor  sings  of  liberty. 

Yes :  all  too  soon  the  dream  hours  creep 

Around  the  lad  who  lies  asleep. 
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Another  dingy  London  day 

Breaks  into  melancholy  light; 
He  wakes  to  hide  his  soul  away 

Against  the  coming  of  the  night, 
When,  issuing  forth  on  gallant  wings, 
It  soars,  and  dreams,  and  hopes,  and  sings. 
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When  the  End  Comes 

She  often  said  that  she  would  go. 

We  knew  that  we  had  ceased  to  care. 
But  custom  often  keeps,  you  know, 

The  habit  Love  used  once  to  wear. 

Each  lingered  at  the  empty  feast 
Nor  wished  to  be  the  first  to  go. 

(Though  neither  cared  the  very  least — 
We  even  told  each  other  so !) 

Her  step  has  hardly  left  the  stair, 

Yet  past  the  door — wide  open  thrown — 

No  sound  floats  on  the  empty  air, 
How  still  the  little  house  has  grown ! 

I  never  noticed  it  before. 

Close  by  the  hearth  her  chair  is  set, 
The  sun  streams  through  the  open  door, 

I  wonder  why  my  eyes  are  wet? 
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A  Milestone 

Like  dust  of  gold  beneath  the  setting  sun 
The  sea  lay:  arrogant  and  desolate, 
Against  the  sky  one  trailing  rag  of  smoke 
Betrayed  a  world  alike  both  dim  and  far : 
A  world  unseen,  where  other  people  are. 
Perhaps  in  other  places  other  folk 
Had  broke  their  hearts  beneath  the  wheel  of  Fate, 
But  then  it  seemed  I  was  the  only  one. 

We  turned  to  go;  across  the  sleeping  West 
Some  curlews  sent  their  swift  and  shivering  cry, 
As  we  walked  slowly  back  across  the  links. 
Those  trees  that  grow  down  by  the  water  side ; 
Bent,  in  the  twilight,  to  salute  the  tide. 
Your  step  brushed  past,  like  dew,  the  pale 

sea-pinks. 

Such  foolish  little  things — I  wonder  why  ? — 
Are  those  that,  somehow,  one  remembers  best. 

The  Hour  that  comes  just  once,  spreads  sombre 

wings 

And  soars  away  across  the  plains  of  Time: 
That  Hour,  indeed,  will  not  return  again. 
Perhaps  it  is  because  Life  does  not  dare 
To  burden  men  with  more  than  they  can  bear. 
Remembrance  is  not  altogether  pain, 
To  quite  forget  is  worse :  a  broken  chime 
Is  better  than  a  bell  which  never  rings. 
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Your  words  I  have  forgot:  they  hurt  too  much, 
But  I  need  only  shut  my  eyes  to  see 
That  evening,  catch  the  whisper  of  your  tread 
Through  the  dry  grasses,  feel  the  peace  which 

lulls 

At  twilight,  hear  the  mourning  of  the  gulls. 
So  memories  that  feed  the  soul  like  bread 
Are  not  as  sad  as  they  would  seem  to  be, 
The  past  is  quickened  with  a  gentle  touch. 

New  dreams,  another  land,  soon  came  to  claim 
Your  presence:  as  for  me  I  do  not  care — 
Our  lives  long  since  have  passed  each  other  by. 
You  are  not  mine,  and  yet  there  does  belong 
Something  to  me,  who  knew  you  once  so  long 
Ago,  and  ah!  so  little.    Till  I  die- 
Yes,  while  you  guess  it  not — I  hold  you  near 
Although  I  may  not  even  speak  your  name. 
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The  Dreams  that  Never 
Came  True 

Have  you  noticed  the  flowers  that  grow 
In  the  mountains  under  the  snow — 
Little  flowers  like  eyes  of  blue? 
They  are  the  dreams  that  never  came  true. 
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To  a  Broken  Watch 

Little  watch  with  the  silver  face, 
Do  you  know  you  are  in  disgrace 

For  telling  the  time  so  fast  ? 
When  with  your  eager  restless  hand 
You  smite  what  you  do  not  understand, 

And  fling  it  into  the  past? 

What  that  is  you  will  never  know, 
Perhaps  you  are  all  the  happier  so, 

And  I  cannot  well  explain. 
What  is  pleasure  ?   A  glimpse  you  catch  ? 
A  finger  lightly  laid  on  the  latch  ? 

A  song  with  a  sad  refrain? 

Broken  now — with  pale  face  all  scarred, 
How  did  it  happen  ?   Your  beauty  marred 

By  the  clumsy  touch  of  Fate. 
Poor  little  thing!    And  so  you  learn 
Our  luck  is  not  always  what  we  earn, 

But  fables  are  out  of  date. 

Little  watch  with  the  silver  face, 
Do  you  know  you  are  in  disgrace 

For  telling  the  time  too  fast? 
When  with  your  eager  restless  hand 
You  smote  what  you  did  not  understand, 

And  flung  it  into  the  past? 
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Rosemary 


I  send  a  bunch  of  this  to-day, 
My  friend  whom  I  fear  most, 

Just  as  one  signs  the  Cross  to  lay 
A  restless,  grieving  ghost, 

That  memories  may  cease  to  try 

To  tear  my  heart  in  turn  and  cry : 
"See  what  your  life  has  lost!" 

Dear  memories  of  sheer  delight, 
You  that  I  dare  not  keep. 

'Tis  not  enough  to  hide  from  sight, 
You  cannot  lie  too  deep. 

I  will  stand  sentry  by  your  grave 

Forever:  you  are  all  I  have     • 
If  you  will  only  sleep! 

Some  words  there  are  I  cannot  say, 
So  let  these  flowers  speak, 

That  smell  so  sweet  and  look  so  gray. 
I  know  that  I  am  weak: 

My  spirit  in  a  net  is  caught, 

Which  prisons  speech  and  strangles 

thought, 
A  net  that  will  not  break. 
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Of  Joy  their  fragrance  mutely  sings : 
Joy  that  was,  ah,  so  brief! 

Their  hue  another  image  brings : 
Pain  that  exceeds  belief. 

Our  gladness  fading  from  the  sight 

Like  shadows  stealing  to  the  night. 
Sad  flowers :  gray  as  grief. 

The  law  of  man  makes  life  a  lie, 
Pick  up  our  masks  again — 

To  play  at  life :  what  will  not  die 
Between  us — must  be  slain. 

If  faces  pale  in  agony, 

The  masks  will  hide  the  pain. 
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The  House  of  Life 

Within  the  House  of  your  Life  you  ask  me, 
Who  hold  myself  of  such  small  account. 
I  stand  upon  the  threshold  and  wonder 
To  what  in  that  Life  does  my  share  amount? 
The  place  I  want,  and  that  would  content  me, 
Need  not  be  great — I  should  fear  a  throne — 
Yet  to  hold  unshared  with  any  other: 
A  little  place,  but  my  very  own. 

In  that  house  are  rooms  where  chance 

acquaintance 

Drift  back  and  forth,  where  they  laugh  and  feast; 
Wide,  smiling  spaces;  and  tranquil  arbours — 
Yet  I  do  not  envy  these  the  least. 
Crowning  a  slender,  spiral  stairway 
Lies  a  turret  chamber  none  may  guess: 
A  place  my  spirit  would  make  her  dwelling, 
The  home  she  covets,  I  must  confess. 

It  hides  secure  from  the  prying  stranger, 
That  staircase :  cut  from  a  crystal  dream — 
Revealed  by  a  light  as  rare  as  amber — 
From  whence  one  may  watch  a  starry  team 
Steered  by  the  moon  right  across  clear  heavens, 
Unreal  as  the  land  of  fairy  tales, 
While  down  below  us  the  tree-tops  beckon 
To  a  world  unseen  close  wrapped  in  veils. 
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The  air  with  a  secret  music  trembles 
Where  sunshine  only  dares  to  clamber; 
Serene,  enclosed  in  a  tender  stillness, 
Above  the  world  lies  that  far  chamber, 
Beyond  the  tumult  where  souls  are  trodden, 
Hearts  go  hungry,  and  dreams  are  scolded, 
The  deadening  weariness  of  pavements, 
Lies  that  little  room  like  a  nest  enfolded. 

All  misery,  fretfulness,  and  meanness, 
When  they  try  and  climb  the  skies — dissolve; 
Up  here  is  your  treasure-room  containing 
The  secret  life  which  your   dreams  evolve. 
There  would  my  spirit  remain  contented, 
Just  breathing  one  humble  little  prayer, 
That  Time  and  Fate  would  alike  forget  me, 
Pass — on  dark  pinions — and  leave  me  there. 
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Triolet 

Life  is  a  stupid  sort  of  tangle 
And  Death  the  one  way  out. 
Looked  at  from  whatsoever  angle 
Life  is  a  stupid  sort  of  tangle 
And  Death  the  one  way  out 
Whether  we  win  or  tie  or  wrangle 
Life  is  a  stupid  sort  of  tangle 
And  Death  the  one  way  out 
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The  Shepherd  of  the  Clouds 

The  Moon  calls  to  the  clouds 
As  a  shepherd  calls  his  sheep: 
They  leave  their  pastures  in  the  sky, 
Drifting  across  obediently 
And  silently  as  sleep. 

Now  stars  as  thick  as  dust 
Flower  the  plains  of  night, 
And  little  breezes,  as  they  blow, 
Whisper  to  us  of  lands  they  know 
That  lie  beyond  our  sight. 

Perhaps  my  soul  is  weak, 
Too  weak  to  soar  and  sing: 
More  than  the  seas,  the  empty  skies 
Seem  terrible,  because  so  wise, 
So   sure  of  everything. 

You  draw  delight  from  this 
Serenity  of  Space : 
I  only  know  a  nameless  fear, 
A  loneliness  too  hard  to  bear: 
A  world  I  dare  not  face. 


27 


DREAM     SONGS 


A  Snow  Song 


At  the  dark  window  of  the  night 

The  Moon  leans  forth  her  lovely  face, 

And  evil  shadows  take  their  flight 
Before  her  fair,  compelling  grace. 

We  two  have  stood  upon  the  heights 

Together,  was  it  years  ago  ? 
To  watch  the  sunset's  holy  rites, 

And  feel  the  silence  of  the  snow. 

No  sign  of  life :  save  at  our  feet 
One  little  light  that  trembles  far 

Below:  where  lake  and  forest  meet. 
That  cottage  lamp?   a  fallen  star. 

Just  like  a  sword  flashed  from  the  sheath 
Across  a  world  of  virgin  peace, 

The  frozen  river  shines  beneath 

Our  hills — wrapped  in  a  silver  fleece. 

The  lines  from  her  tired  visage  smoothed, 
A  sad  world  slumbers  sound  at  last; 

Her  restless  soul  now  tranquil,  soothed, 
And  all  her  passions  frozen  fast. 

You  smile,  "the  real  world  is  not  here." 
Ah !    Why  must  some  one  undeceive 

Even  our  dreams  ?  I  was  so  near 
The  happy  land  of  make-believe. 
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Hard  facts,  dull  griefs;  do  they  exist? 

Of  course  they  do,  of  course  I  know! 
But  let  me  watch  the   curling  mist, 

The  dim  blue  shadows  on  the  snow. 

And  yet,  if  you  must  have  it  so, 

The  real  world  lies  just  out  of  sight, 

While  millions  in  that  world  below 
Are  struggling,  failing,  in  the  fight. 

What  are  they  fighting  for  ?  the  crowd 
That  sways  and  rises,  falls  and  dies, 

And  from  the  cradle  to  the  shroud 
Takes  courage  from  a  thousand  lies  ? 

Poor  slaves !  Within  their  narrow  range 
They  spill  the  wine  to  drink  the  lees, 

And  Time  and  Youth  for  gold  exchange. 
Dreams  may  not  come  to  such  as  these! 

Yet  so  it  is  from  dreams  we  learn 
To  live — the  snow,  like  silent  tears, 

Falls  slowly  as  at  last  we  turn, 

Gay  sleigh-bells  ringing  in  our  ears. 

The  glaciers  lift  crook'd  fingers  high 
To  reach  the  stars.     Twilight  distils 

A  little  of  that  mystery: 
The  peace  that  lies  amongst  the  hills. 
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Time  will  unfurl  his   cruel  wings, 
Men  have  no  memory  (so  they  say), 

Women  remember  little  things : 

Where  are  the  snows  of  yesterday? 
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It  was  an  Evening  up  in  Ross 

It  was  an  evening  up  in  Ross, 

But  where  I  cannot  say, 
The  dusk  came  up  and  seemed  to  toss 

Into   the  pools  that  lay 
Among  the  heather  at  my  feet 
A  dozen  stars  with  faces  sweet. 


I  rested  on  the  rough  dark  cloak 
Of  heather;  glad  and  tired, 

And  drank  a  silence  nothing  broke 
As  though  all  things  desired 

Peace — h*ere  where  peace  can  yet  be 
found 

Unchallenged  by  the  lightest  sound. 

And  in  that  hour  I  began 

Dimly  to  understand 
The  tranquil  far-off  look  that  man 

Wears  in  this  mountain  land, 
As  if  God  were  not  hard  to  find, 
Here,  where  the  world  is  left  behind. 
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Rondel 

And  all  the  words  we  might  have  said 
Were  just  the  words  we  did  not  say, 
When  you  walked  with  me  by  the  way, 
Our  corner-stone  of  friendship  laid. 

The  golden  year  lay  almost  dead 
That  evening — was  it  yesterday? 
And  all  the  words  we  might  have  said, 
Were  just  the  words  we  did  not  say. 

Perhaps  we  guessed  at  them  instead, 
For  speech  is  not  the  only  way 
While  silence  keeps  the  Fates  at  bay! 
The  words  our  hearts  interpreted, 
Were  just  the  words  we  did  not  say. 
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To  Corisande 

My  dear,  the  breath  of  summer  fans 
A  tired  earth  with  quickening  strength, 

Though  you  are  far  my  longing  spans 
The  distance,  reaching  you  at  length. 

You  bid  me  wait — ah,  no  indeed! 

When  Youth  is  here  with  silver  wings, 
Can  I  woo  Patience — when  I  need 

Hope,  and  a  thousand  other  things  ? 

Life  lies — a  garden,  Corisande, 

With  patience  sitting  at  the  gates, 

Youth  lifts  the  latch  with  eager  hand, 
For  his  is  not  the  mood  that  waits. 

And  where  our  love's  own  flower  blows, 
Far  from  a  cold  world's  prying  eye, 

There  every  kiss  becomes  a  rose, 
In  this :  our  hidden  sanctuary. 

When  tired  with  work,  the  glare  and  heat, 
The  disappointment  of  the  fight, 

We  both  can  enter  our  retreat; 
Our  blessed  garden  of  delight. 

The  sun  sets  quickly,  Corisande, 
Must  I,  then,  always  wait  in  vain  ? 

The  gates  will  shut,  Youth  drop  his  wand, 
Or  lose  it  in  the  driving  rain. 
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Poor  empty  garden  choked  with  weeds, 
That  might  have  been  a  Paradise. 

So  very  small  are  lovers'  needs 
When  looking  in  each  other's  eyes. 

Age  stammers  only,  where  Youth  sings, 
Ah !  Let  us  love  while  yet  we  may. 

We  know  not  what  to-morrow  brings, 
I  care  not — so  you  yield  to-day. 
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I  Trust  Because  I  Must 

I  trust  because  I  must, 
Then  let  me  not  repent 
The  great  experiment. 
Can  Fate  be  so  unjust? 

Like  as  a  lance  is  thrust: 
By  fear  my  heart  feels  rent, 
I  trust  because  I  must, 
Then  let  me  not  repent. 

Thrown  to  us  like  a  crust, 
To-day  is  only  lent, 
So  soon  this  life  is  spent, 
So  soon  will  we  be  dust. 
I  trust  because  I  must. 
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Fugitives 


Tossed  by  the  God  of  Speed  into  the  arms  of 

night, 

Paris  lies  far  behind:  vanished  out  of  our  sight! 
A  myriad  fleeting  lights  twinkle  as  we  progress, 
Spangles  that  glitter  and  burn  on  a  dancer's 

dress. 

The  houses  scatter  and  fly  it  seems  as  we  creep 
Through  quiet  suburbs  already  shuttered  in  sleep. 
Streets  are  changed  to  roads,  and  street  lamps 

into  trees, 
Our  car  a  restless  steed  that  paints  for  the 

cooling  breeze. 

Miles  of  trees  and  grass :  where  perhaps  some 

wandering  faun 
Came  to  pursue  a  nymph,  stayed  to  salute  the 

dawn, 
And,  caught  by  mocking  fates,  was  changed  to 

carven  stone. 
Look!    Do  you  see  where  he  mourns  by  the 

pool  alone? 

What  Day  drags  in  the  dust,  the  kindly  Night 

redeems  ? 
Ah !  cast  thy  nets,  my  soul,  back  to  the  sea  of 

dreams, 
Fretted  by  toil  and  care  we  capture  peace  by 

right 

As  hunted  creatures  claim  sanctuary  of  the  night. 
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Is  it  wonder  that  makes  my  heart  beat  strangely 

fast  ? 
Or  youth  that  wakes  to  the  race  ?   That  slept  in 

the  past. 
Ah,  merciful  groves  where  countless  lovers 

have  kissed, 
Surely  I  hear  their  spirits  laugh  low  in  the  mist? 

One  white  lonely  star :  ghost  of  some  lonely  soul ! 
Where  do  we  fly  so  fast?  Had  we  ever  a  goal? 
Flight  from  the  market-place,  the  practical,  the 

sane, 
Just  one  rush  through  space,  then  back  to  the 

world  again. 

Our  Forest  whispers  "stay,"  the  long  hill  curves 

and  falls, 
We  must  return  in  haste  whither  our  future 

calls. 
An  hour  of  freedom  counts  in  a  world  of  noise 

and  lies, 
Those  houses  look  like  wolves :  gray  wolves  with 

yellow  eyes ! 

So  we  drive  back — too  fast,  to  the  lights,  the 

noise,  and  the  laughter, 
Traffic  of  market  places,  the  pent-house  called 

Life and  after? 
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Sonnet 

I  pitched  my  camp  within  a  little  wood 

When  suddenly  a  calm,  complete,  immense, 
Enveloped  me :  was  not  to  be  withstood — 

A  curious  atrophy  of  every  sense. 
I  asked — Is  all  the  world  outside  a  trap 

In  which  we  lose  ourselves  ?    And  thought  a 

theft 
Of  energy  that  lurks  our  strength  to  sap, 

And  leads  to  no  solution  ?   What  is  left 
After  we  torture  that  tired  slave,  the  brain  ? 

For  one  short  hour  we  halt — gesticulate — 
Those  things  that  matter  no  one  can  explain. 

The  centuries  pass — listless  and  sedate 
Man  may  invent  a  creed,  lay  down  a  scheme, 

Life  stays  a  mystery  and  Death  a  dream. 
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The  Kisses  that  Never 
Were  Given 

Through  the  oceans  of  space 

Where  the  white  moon  clouds  race 
And  the  heaven  and  earth  are  riven, 

Between  Venus  and  Mars 

Silver  dust  lie  the  stars: 
The  kisses  that  never  were  given. 
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The  Brazier 

As  evening  fell  we  met  upon  a  road 

Just  like  a  crooked  finger,  smooth  and  pale, 

Save  where,  half-way,  there  shone  a  yellow  gem 

Burning  the  autumn  dusk:  a  pail  of  fire 

Set  for  the  night:  the  kind  that  watchmen  use, — 

Pierced  with  a  dozen  holes  like  flaming  eyes. 

We  both  had  worked  so  hard  the  whole  day 

through, 

Each  at  our  separate  duties — drear  and  dull, 
Yet  needing  so  much  energy  and  will — 
That,  brought  together  by  a  kindly  chance, 
We  felt  too  tired  almost  to  draw  our  breath. 
So  now,  met  at  the  coming  of  the  dusk, 
Our  spirits  dropped  to  earth  with  folded  wings 
Beside  the  watchman's  little  lonely  fire. 
He  gladly  crept  within  his  wooden  hut 
And  left  to  us  the  freedom  of  the  road. 
Quite  suddenly,  as  though  to  weave  a  spell, 
The  thick  blue  smoke  wreathed  round  about  us 

twain, 

And  cut  us  off  from  all  the  world  outside. 
We  watched  the  shape  made  by  the  rising 

wreaths ; 

Pale  citadels  and  shadowy  battlements, 
Within  whose  magic  precincts  just  we  two 
Had  come  to  our  inheritance  of  dreams. 
Pushed  by  that  magic  past  the  borderland, 
Over  the  frontiers  of  dull  every  day, 
And,  stilled  at  length  beneath  that  nameless  spell, 
The  hoof  beats  almost  ceased,  the  galloping 
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Of  Time  the  tyrant — who  had  raced  the  Sun — 
Grew  faint;  the  numbing,  cramping  fear  of 

him, 

That  breathless  clutch  had  loosened — set  us  free. 
Like  opium  smokers  round  a  jungle  fire 
We  felt  fatigue  and  grief  dissolve  away 
As  slaves  before  their  god;  a  curious  hush 
Crept  through  the  eddies  of  the  languid  pmoke. 
Black  Panther,  crouching  to  her  chain  of  stars, 
The  Night  approached  us  slowly,  listening. 
Sometimes  we  spoke,  but  words  superfluous 
Yielded  to  silence  as  a  conqueror. 
Why  should  you  need  my  speech — who  always 

guessed  ? 

Whether  we  spoke  or  not  each  made  reply 
Unto  the  other's  thoughts — girt  round  about 
By  the  strange  magic  of  the  streaming  smoke. 
To-night,  No !    Not  "To-night" :  an  armistice 
Between  to-morrow  and  the  sword-girt  hosts 
Of  all  the  other  days  that  ever  were 
Or  will  be !    And  with  gentle  thrall  came  Peace 
Encompassing:  so  that  the  eternal  fret, 
The  misery  of  things  that  hurt  us  so, 
Dissolved  away  amongst  the  drifting  smoke 
As  with  a  silent  laying  on  of  hands. 
Fresh  as  the  dewdrops  on  a  bramble  brake, 
The  new-born  hours  stole  past  on  timid  feet, 
Until  the  Dawn  stooped  with  her  tender  face 
Across  the  silver  cradle  of  the  Day. 
It  seemed  our  thoughts  had  travelled  in  far  lands 
And  yet  I  know  not  now  what  words  we  spoke ! 
As  though  we  breathed  a  new  and  glorious  air 
And  grasped  a  quite  unknown  complete  content. 


DREAM     SONGS 


The  magic  smoke,  thinned  to  an  ashen  streak, 
Trembled  before  the  mockery  of  day, 
But  we  had  caught  the  secret;  you  and  I! 
The  road,  now  gray  beneath  the  light  of  dawn, 
Led  straight  of  course  towards  the  hideous  town 
Where  toil,  and  fret,  and  countless  miseries 
Watched  our  return  with  their  voracious  eyes. 
Our  watchman  crept  from  his  deserted  hut 
And  blinked  a  salutation  to  the  sun. 
Surprised  he  thanked  us;  thought  we  gave  too 

much. 
We  smiled  and  wondered  what  should  be 

the  toll 

Into  the  magic  circle  we  had  known! 
For  this  indeed  how  could  there  be  a  price  ? 
Under  the  spell  we  found  ourselves  again, 
And  all  the  things  we  think,  and  say,  and  do, 
Passed  clean  away ;  so  that  just  what  we  are 
Remained — and  laughing  went  to  meet  the  world. 


He  only  thought  us  mad:  perhaps  we  were! 


42 


DRE AM   SONGS 


Souvenir  d'un  Ami* 

Rose  that  I  love  the  best, 
Not  in  a  foremost  place 
I  set  you — your  sweet  face 

Would  so  eclipse  the  rest. 

There,  clad  in  bright  array, 
They  please  the  passers-by; 
You  stand  apart  where  I 

Keep  you  for  company. 

Reigning  alone,  supreme, 
I  wonder  if  you  guess 
My  pain  and  loneliness, 

Companion  of  a  dream? 


*The  name  of  a  well-known  rose. 
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The  Forsaken  Lover 

It  grows  late  and  the  anciejit  moon  bows  her 

silver  head  from  sight, 
Yet  with  empty  hands  of  longing  I  gtretch  to 

the  plains  of  night. 
In  my  loneliness  I  rebel  and  pray  that  my  life 

had  missed 
The  flambard  of  passion,  and  curse  the  thought 

that  we  ever  kissed. 

My  heart  in  a  prison  of  pain  can  know  no  light 

of  release, 
For  I  want  you  more  than  the  world,  far  more 

than  my  hope  of  peace; 
Without  you  my  life  is  a  chain,  and  love  is  a 

thing  of  nought. 
Sleep!    Lure  the  trembling  Shadow — of  Joy  who 

may  not  be  caught. 

I  will  hold  you  close  in  my  sleep ;  and  draw  you 

near  in  my  dreams, 
Until  you  belong  to  me — while  your  limbs  cling 

to  mine;  it  seenis 
That  you  kiss  my  life  away,  and  I  drown  myself 

in  your  hair; 
Ah !   God,  let  me  sleep  again !   Must  I  wake  to  the 

old  Despair? 
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Kindling,  resisting,  the  throng  of  my  sleeping 

passions  arise, 
Till  I  see  the  flash  of  your  hair ;  like  flame,  and 

those  hot  grey  eyes. 
And  I  feel  what  I  know  as  "I"  in  a  moment  will 

cease  to  be, 
And  will  reel,  and  plumge,  and  lie  drowned  in 

a  rage  of  ecstacy. 

Then  I  strain  my  soul  to  your  soul  and  lean  on 

your  quivering  breast, 
Red  flushed  where — mad  messengers — my 

lingering  fingers  have  pressed ; 
On  the  seals  of  life — oh,  my  Fate,  have  mercy! 

I  dare  not  wake 
More— would  barter  the  rest  of  Time  for  that 

empty  vision's  sake. 

Yes — I  feel  your  presence  near,  beside  me — as 

though  by  right, 
Till  I  hear  the  wings  of  your  spirit  parting  the 

silent  night; 
I  can  watch  in  patience  still :  for  white  fingers 

steal  through  my  pain, 
When  wrapped  in  the  magic  of  dreams,  you  lie 

in  my  arms  again. 
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We  Sat  by  the  Pond  Together 

We  sat  by  the  pond  together, 
It  lay  tremulous  with  light, 

Birds  sang  round  about  the  water, 
Glum  winter  crept  out  of  sight. 

Was  ever  the  Day  more  lovely? 

When  there  came  a  curious  pause : 
As  though  all  the  world  were  waiting; 

We  could  not  divine  the  cause. 


As  if  with  a  lifted  finger 

Of  silence,  and  breath  still  drawn, 
Mixture  of  welcome  and  wonder, 

Reminding  us  of  the  dawn. 

The  veil  then  suddenly  lifted: 

It  seemed  such  a  simple  thing — 

Just  sitting  there  we  had  witnessed 
The  wonderful  birth  of  Spring. 
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To  an  Almond  Tree 

I  camped  beside  you  months  ago, 

When,  lanterns  green,  the  almonds  swung, 

Unlit  but  lovely,  to  and  fro. 

Then  one  by  one  your  leaves  were  flung, 

Each  like  a  hostage :  timorous  and  pale, 

Tossed  to  propitiate  the  autumn  gale. 

I  thought  the  storms  must  tear  you  down, 
But  still,  although  you  bent  and  swayed, 

You  never  yielded:  bare  and  brown 
And  waiting — just  as  if  you  prayed — 

With  slender  arms  raised  to  the  frowning  sky, 

As  though  to  emphasise  your  silent  cry. 

Scourged  by  the  storm,  soaked  by  the  rain, 

You  held  yourself  slim  and  apart, 
I  wondered  often  and  in  vain, 

What  splendid  secret  in  your  heart 
Lay  buried  safe :  what  strange  and  precious  thing 
To  make  worth  while  such  bitter  suffering? 

So  rare  it  mocked  at  wretchedness; 

Coming  at  length  to  influence  me; 
Smiting  and  shaming  my  distress, 

And  teaching  in  no  small  degree. 
Who  but  a  coward  would  venture  to  rebel 
Before  a  faith  that  nothing  could  dispel? 
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It  followed  with  the  course  of  time 
When  neither  stealthy  snow  nor  frost 

Could  touch  a  courage  so  sublime, 
Your  foes  confessed  the  battle  lost. 

Or  else  a  generous  Nature  recognised 

The  courage  that  she  had  so  long  despised. 

Until  it  seemed  that  as  you  stood 
The  stars  lay  tangled  in  your  arms. 

Even  the  Wind,  in  gentler  mood 

Became  a  witch  who  lures  and  charms. 

Later  the   Moon   upon  the   Dawn's  pale  stair 

Looked  down  and  blessed  you  as  you  waited 
there. 

At  last  within  my  little  home* 

I  woke  to  feel  that  something  new 

Had  happened;  some  glad  wonder  come: 
And  then  you  broke  upon  my  view ! 

Essence  of  unimagined  loveliness 

Beyond  all  human  power  to  express. 

Unreal  in  that  pearly  light, 

I  could  not  quite  believe  you  here : 

So  sudden,  exquisite  a  sight 

Sprang  from  illusion :  else  you  were 

A  dream  wreath,  fallen  from  the  sleeping  brows 

Of  some  young  god — until  I  touched  your 
boughs. 


The  Waggon. 
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Swift  from  a  thrush's  freckled  throat 
There  leapt  across  the  waiting  air, 

To  die  upon  its  sweetest  note, 
A  rhapsody,  which — in  despair — 

Was  hushed,  avowing  you  alone  to  be 

Supreme  Interpreter  of  ecstacy. 

What  Joy  of  poetry  or  prose, 

But  must  admit  you  out  of  reach  ? 

O,  radiant  spirit  clad  in  rose 

Beauty  beyond  all  human  speech! 

Words!  hurry  back  dejected  to  your  hive, 

It  is  enough,  enough,  I  am  alive! 

And  of  a  sudden  then  I  guessed. 

Your  dreams,  safe  hid,  serene  and  pure, 
Within  your  heart,  against  your  breast, 

Had  lent  you  courage  to  endure, 
Till  Winter — beaten — left,  morose  and  gray, 
To  join  hands  with  forgotten  Yesterday. 

And  your  reward  ?    To  stand  alone 
In  loveliness :  and  meet  the  Spring. 

Within  the  garden  there  is  none 
But  you,  oh  sweet  *  Awakening, 

To-day,  beneath  your  blessed  burden  bent, 

Like  some  fair  nun  before  the  Sacrament. 


*An  Eastern  name  for  the  Almond  tree. 
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Ah,  me !   The  wonder  of  those  dreams ! 

Visions  that  pain  and  death  deny, 
I  longed  to  know  their  hidden  themes, 

The  hope,  the  joy,  they  signify. 
So  marvellous  that  Language  abdicates, 
And  Beauty  to  the  eager  eye  translates. 

"Gladly  I  give  and  without  stint, 
That  you  the  symbol  may  behold; 

For  I  am  but  the  shadowed  hint 
Of  visions  which  must  not  be  told." 

(And  thus  is  Beauty  sad,  however  sweet, 

Because  the  best  is  secret,  incomplete.) 

Beyond  our  own  shortsighted  ken, 
The  actual  dreams  must  still  remain ; 

For  were  they  once  vouchsafed  us,  then 
We  should  know  neither  grief  nor  pain. 

Those  dreams  whose  shadow  makes  us  catch 
our  breath, 

Will  never  be  revealed  this  side  of  death. 
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A  Voice 

Beneath  a  black  and  orange  sky 
The  lamp  is  lit,  the  pavement  dry 
Thronged  by  a  crowd  of  passers-by. 

Above  the  clatter  and  the  noise, 
Just  as  a  silver  star  may  poise 
Above  a  storm :  I  hear  his  voice. 

The  voice  that  makes  my  spirit  leap, 
Which  has  the  subtle  power  to  creep 
Between  my  dreams,  across  my  sleep. 

So  quiet  and  low,  yet  if  it  tried, 

That  voice  could  prove  to  Death  he  lied, 

And  bring  me  back  if  I  had  died. 

Out  of  the  dark  which  sanctifies, 
Down  through  the  miles  of  star-swept 

skies, 
Back  from  the  gates  of  Paradise. 
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The  Message 


The  hours  creep  round  to  candle-light: 
That  lonely  time  so  hard  to  face ! 

Dusk  hides  the  garden  from  my  sight; 
When  suddenly,  through  listening  space, 

What  is  this  message  clear  and  low : 

"7  love  you  so,  I  want  you  so." 

Here,  in  the  room  I  like  so  well, 
I  sit,  and  work,  and  think,  alone. 

A  deadly  stillness,  like  a  spell, 
Reminds  me  he  has  really  gone. 

When  once  again,  quite  plain  and  slow : 

"7  love  you  so,  7  want  you  so" 

It  is  not  fancy,  far  away 

He  whispers  to  my  secret  ear, 
Because  he  thinks  of  me  to-day, 

And  no  one  else  can  overhear 
To  stop  that  message :  friend  or  foe. 
"7  love  you  so,  I  want  you  so." 

Yes,  you  may  smile  in  unbelief; 

But,  Cynic,  you  are  wrong  this  time ! 
Imagination,  though  a  thief, 

Would  pause  before  such  wanton  crime. 
And  still  that  voice  seems  loth  to  go : 
"7  love  you  so,  I  want  you  so." 
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"He  is  afraid  it  is  not  clear," 

You  say,  "from  whom  the  message 
came." 

"There  is  some  reason  for  his  fear, 
It  carries  neither  clue  nor  name." 

Ah !   Yes,  indeed — too  well  I  know — 

"7  love  you  so,  /  want  you  so." 
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Lintie 

Clouds  that  tumble  in  the  sky, 

Making  merry  holiday, 
Did  you  see  my  Love  go  by? 

If  so,  whisper  me  the  way. 

"Seek  her  where  the  shining  nymphs" 
"Count  her  footprints  by  the  flowers," 

"Primroses  and  hyacinths" 
"As  for  this  display  of  our's." 

"Jealous  Earth  doth  bid  us  dance," 
"Lest  the  prying  Sun  should  see" 

"Lintie's  face,  and  at  her  glance" 
"Fling  away  fidelity." 
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The  Joy  Ride 

A  joy  ride  means  that  forth  we  fare: 
Just  you  and  I,  nor  greatly  care 
Which  road  we  go,  which  way  we 

choose; 

A  way  is  only  meant  to  lose 
When  I  am  by  your  side. 

From  every  branch  break  golden  tips, 
Where  Spring  has  laid  her  laughing  lips. 
Swallows  are  flying  low  and  near 
The  nesting-places  of  last  year. 
See  how  they  dart  and  hide! 

With  blossoms  all  our  way  is  starred, 
Gaily  the  hedgerows  stand  on  guard; 
While  from  the  woods  as  we  pass  by 
There  wells  a  hidden  melody, 
A  tender,  happy  tide. 

Your  hand  rests  lightly  on  the  wheel, 
Surely  the  car  must  almost  feel 
Our  joy, — as  silently  we  run 
Out  from  the  shadows  to  the  sun  ? 
How  noiselessly  we  glide ! 

Alas !   Alas !    Not  only  we, 
Love  dear,  To-day — for  only  see 
How  Time,  the  knave,  approves  our  taste 
And  bears  her  off  in  brutal  haste; 
Nor  can  we  make  her  bide. 
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The  country  smells  of  myrrh  and  musk, 
As  we  creep  homeward  through  the  dusk. 
I  feel  a  curious  numbing  pain: 
To-day  can  never  come  again — 
With  just  this  same  joy  ride. 
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Moonshine 

To  be  recited  at  dusk  in  a  hollow  voice : 

See — where  the  foxglove  lifts  his  spear 

Through  grasses  lying  stiff  and  wet, 
They  come  stealing  when  midnight 's  near, 

The  lovers  who  cannot  forget. 

Now  they  feel  neither  rain  nor  cold, 
May  not  be  held  by  lock  or  bar. 

Spirits  can  afford  to  be  bold, 

Ghosts  see  things  as  they  really  are. 

Look!  They  glide  down  the  low  brick 
wall, 

Over  the  downs  the  track  they  keep, 
In  eerie  silence  past  the  hall 

(Those  who  slew  them  lie  there  asleep). 

Moonlight  silvers  the  ghostly  pair 
Harassed  no  more  by  vain  alarms. 

In  coverts  deep,  on  hill  side  bare, 
Safe  they  lie  in  each  other's  arms. 

Rocked  by  the  bracken's  trembling  hand, 
Canopied  by  those  twisting  boughs, 

Shadows  sleep  on  the  livid  sands, 
Dirges  chant  where  the  low  wind 
soughs. 
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A  shudder  creeps  over  land  and  sea, 
Swift  signal  to  put  the  ghosts  to  flight. 

With  lips  that  burn,  they  part  company; 
"But  our  souls  shall  meet  again 
to-night." 
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Why? 


Why  did  you  come  to  my  arms  last  night? 

And  •why  did  you  weave  a  spell, 
To  make  me  wake  to  a  lonely  dawn, 

And  to  send  me  back  to  hell? 

Ah !    Waking  dreams  bring  a  touch  that 
heals, 

But  these  come  to  strike  past  sleep 
At  the  Body  that  loved  and  cannot  forget, 

And  the  Soul  which  drank  too  deep. 
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The  Right  of  Way 

0  curious,  immemorial  privilege 
Which  modern  tyrannies  of  wealth  and 

power 

Have  found  to  set  aside  is  sacrilege, 
Before  whose  ruling  they  are  forced  to 
cower ! 

1  fenced  my  heart  round  so  that,  to  and  fro, 
My  Spirit  journeyed  to  her  great  content; 

Could  rest  beside  the  dreams  that  she  loved 
so — 

Safe  all  intruders  thus  to  circumvent. 
Why  did  I  not  resist  your  first  appeal  ? 

I  will  not  tell  you,  though  perhaps  I  know, 
I  should  have  guessed  that  you  were  come 
to  steal 

What  never  willingly  I  would  bestow. 
My  peace,  my  dreams,  and  now — to  all  I  say — 

You  plead  your  privilege :  the  right  of  way. 
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Dreaming  Bread 

Night  is  come  to  rule  the  Earth, 
Just  one  star  looks  down  on  me 
Round  the  silent,  sleeping  tree: 
Whispers :  "Grief  must  have  an  end 
Just  as  sure  as  joy  or  mirth." 

Dreaming  bread,  dreaming  bread, 
What  was  it  my  sister  said? 
"Lay  it  close  beneath  your  head." 

Riding  lonely  in  the  skies, 
Looking  down  on  foreign  lands 
Where  my  life  stays  in  his  hands, 
He  who  stole  my  happiness 
Will  he  never,  never,  guess — 
Star  so  lonely — where  he  lies  ? 
Dreaming  bread,  dreaming  bread, 
What  was  it  my  sister  said? 
"Lay  it  close  beneath  your  head." 

Ah!    My  dreams — they  need  no  lure. 

Welcome,  blessed  company; 

Bring  me  soon  where  I  would  be 

In  a  silent  faithful  throng 

Carrying  my  soul  along, 

Bear  me  to  him  swift  and  sure. 
Dreaming  bread,  dreaming  bread, 
What  was  it  my  sister  said? 
"Lay  it  close  beneath  your  head." 
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Dreams,  have  mercy,  must  I  wake? 
Must  my  soul  indeed  return 
Where  my  body  waits,  and  mourn? 
Ah !    The  Daylight  stair  is  steep, 
To  the  Sanctuary  of  Sleep! 

Dreaming  bread,  dreaming  bread, 
What  was  it  my  sister  said? 
"Lay  it  close  beneath  your  head." 

Thus  my  soul  set  free  at  last 
Would  elude  the  clutch  of  day; 
Dreams  have  found  a  surer  way, 
And  the  empty  body,  just 
Tired  of  waiting,  turns  to  dust. 
Dreaming  bread,  dreaming  bread, 
What  was  it  my  sister  said  ? 
"Lay  it  close  beneath  your  head." 
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The  Changing  Year 

Phoebus  lays  wanton  hands  upon  the  breasts  of 

Spring, 
And  she,  poor  child,  the  youthful  ill-matched 

bride  of  Time, 
Blushes ;  and  where  she  blushes  flowers  red  and 

white 
Blossom  in  countless  myriads  o'er  the  smiling 

land. 
The  slight  limbs  tremble  through  green  veils, 

and  her  sweet  face 
Is  all  alight  with  new-born  longings,  while 

her  blood, 

Her  youth,  calls  to  the  Sun ;  and  yet  she  hesitates. 
Just  at  the  last  she  will  not  break  her  faith, 

and  so 
With  smiles  and  tears  in  turn  salutes  the  flying 

hours. 
(Light  rain  upon  your  cheek  bears  witness  to 

her  grief). 

Desiring  passionately;  yet  held  back  because 
Perhaps  we  (all  the  human  race)  so  hating  Time — 
She,  woman-like,  perverse,  finds  something  still 

to  love 

In  him;  perhaps  because  he  is  her  master;  for 
Spring  is  old-fashioned  still,  and  so  likes 

servitude. 

Phoebus  the  ardent  Sun  God  has  to  own  defeat 
And  Time  has  won  again :  the  tender  little  bride 
Is  faithful — but  a  sigh:  the  soft  west  wind  of 

Spring 
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Testifies,  it  would  seem,  to  half-concealed 

regret. 

(Does  it  console  that  Virtue  is  its  own  reward? 
"Yes,"  answer  prigs.)    Now  steps  the  Summer  to 

her  place. 
Summer,  whose  charms  are  opulent,  who 

yields  at  once 

To  Phoebus,  and  is  won  ere  yet  he  has  begun 
To  woo  her;  still — when  the  enchanted 

nightingales, 
The  husky  cuckoos,  and  the  tender  fragrant 

flowers 
Of  Spring  have  slowly  followed  in  their  lady's 

wake; 

When  Summer,  heavy  lidded,  sensual,  gaily  clad 
In  robes  so  bright  that  any  oriental  Queen 
Might  envy — satiated  lies  and  turns  to  sleep — 
That  sturdy  lover  Phoebus  slowly  rides  away. 
You  shiver  then  and  think,  poor  mortal, 

"Autumn's  here." 
Mourning  the  early  flight  of  seasons  you  love 

best, 
Phoebus  has  gone  to  dream  of  Spring;  his 

early  Love 
To  dream,  perhaps  to  hope  for  victory  next 

year. 
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To  Sister  G 

Yes,  we  are  friends,  and  yet  I  dare  not  question 
Although  there  is  so  much  that  I  would  ask. 
But  as  I  watch  you  while  you  ply  your  task 
I  see  (they  say  much  lies  in  thought  suggestion) 
Your  nervous,  sudden  blush,  your  look  of  loss, 
As  though  strange  thoughts  assail — then  touch 

your  cross — 

And  after  that  it  seems  attack  were  vain, 
Your  soul  slips  to  her  sanctuary  again. 

Dear  Saint!    So  beautiful  in  your  surrender, — 
And  yet  whose  beauty  seems  such  piteous  waste, 
I  wonder  if  you  ever  mourn  the  haste 
With  which  you  fled  the  world  ?    Though  pure 

and  tender 

As  pools  of  light  your  eyes  are  smiling,  yet 
It  seems  inhuman  you  feel  no  regret, 
While  past  your  shuttered  cell  youth  sadly  steals, 
And  slow  days  tread  upon  each  other's  heels. 

Never  to  know  your  body  glow  and  tremble 

Because  you  heard  a  step  race  up  the  stair, 

Nor  feel  a  naked,  rapturous  despair; 

An  ecstacy  so  hopeless  to  dissemble 

That  seizes  you,  and  makes  you  catch  your 

breath 

Till  neither  life,  nor  time,  nor  age,  nor  death, 
Nor  any  of  the  things  that  hurt  exist 
But  just  you — and  that  other  one  who  kissed. 
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Never  to  meet  the  madness  of  the  Summer! 
Ah !    Those  philosophers  who  taunt  are  wrong. 
Sister  who  fled  the  world,  'tis  you  are  strong ! 
One  either  sins,  or  goes  through  life  a  mummer, 
But  you  are  wiser  far:  both  saint  and  sage, 
Who  cannot  look  outside  your  painted  cage, 
And,  till  you  sleep  beneath  the  cloistered  sod 
Will  know  no  other  lover  but  your  God. 
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The  Freedom  of  the  City 

Nature,  compassionate,  decrees 

That  sleep  may  make  a  truce  with  grief. 

Come,  soft-voiced  dreams,  whose  reign 

is  brief, 
Like  whispering  winds  mid  thronging 

trees. 


Then  suddenly,  in  accents  clear: 
"Striving  to  enter — by  what  claim  ? 
Art  tired  of  Life  or  Love,  or  Fame  ? 
Speak,  that  the  sentinels  may  hear!" 

"The  right  of  those  who  love  so  well 
That  jealous  Fate  forbids  them  bliss. 
They  therefore  claim  an  armistice, 
And  entry  to  the  citadel." 
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A  Man  to  a  Woman 

Where  is  the  world  that  we  were  wont  to  see  ? 

Something  that  used  to  set  that  world  alight 
Is  missing  now:  a  vanished  radiancy, 

And  neither  sun  nor  stars  are  quite  so  bright. 

Less  vivid  also  the  wild,  glorious  gorse ; 

Those  amorous  flowers — how  they  blazed  and 

burned 
Until  my  heart  grew  faint — then  swooned;  and 

hoarse 

My  voice ;  and  mad  and  blind  with  love  I 
turned. 

"For  shame!"  you  say.    Why  shame?   Too  well 

I  know 
Shame  is  a  shroud.    That  passing  fair  and 

white 

Grave-cloth  you  carry  with  you  when  you  go 
To  hide  dead  passion  safely  out  of  sight. 

Wide  baffling  eyes  where  oft  I  sadly  saw 

The  secret  dreams  unfold  themselves ;  as  veils 

Unwind;  in  long  and  slow  procession,  or 
Fleet  sailing  ships  unfurl  their  golden  sails. 

Slim,  supple  body  that  I  madly  loved; 

I,  who  alone  possessed  that  treasure  house, 
Jealoused  in  vain  the  dreams  that  lived  and 

moved, 

Hidden  behind  those  low  and  curving  brows. 
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Yes — always,  always,  you  kept  separate, 

The  you  that  dwells  alone  and  proud :  that 
lies 

Apart  from  life  and,  as  I  learned  too  late, 
Far  from  the  world  of  actualities. 

Caught  close  within  the  trap  of  my  desires, 
Outside  the  city  where  your  spirit  dwelt, 

I  was  allowed  no  glimpse  of  far  faint  spires 

Before  a  shrine  where  I,  too,  might  have  knelt. 

Freely  you  gave.   Ah!   Freely  with  one  hand; 

But,  in  the  other,  keeping  back  the  best. 
And  I  will  never  make  you  understand 

It  had  been  kinder  to  withhold  the  rest. 
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A  Sailor's  Song 


A  garden  gate  that  stood  ajar 

Amid  the  stir  of  trembling  haze, 

And  tumbled  flowers,  and  song  of  bees ; 

Whilst  I,  just  come  from  over  seas, 

Walked  slowly  on  this  day  of  days 

A  wanderer  who  had  wandered  far. 

Somehow  I  felt  an  unseen  fate 
Was  hid  behind  that  painted  door, 
The  dim  thatched  house  that  lay  beyond 
Harboured,  within,  some  memory  fond. 
Yes,  I  had  dreamed  all  this  before 
And  must  make  haste  lest  I  be  late! 

Slowly  I  raised  the  rusty  latch ; 
As  though  in  wait  the  door  flew  wide. 
Ah!   Then  at  once  the  dream  came  true 
For  I  came  face  to  face  with  you! 
"Love!   What  is  there  on  earth  beside?" 
The  swallows  whispered  in  the  thatch. 
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Thank  You 

I  have  so  much  to  thank  you  for, 
At  which  you  may  not  even  guess. 

Although  that  does  not  matter,  nor 
Do  I  give  thanks  the  less. 

A  happiness  in  little  things, 

The  hope  that  bids  my  courage  rise 

And  passes  like  a  whirr  of  wings 
Cleaving  the  sullen  skies. 

Because — ah !   Just  that  you  are  you, 
And  promise  you  will  be  my  friend, 

I  laugh  at  Life,  and  work  anew, 
Henceforth  until  the  end. 

My  path  is  crossed  with  quickened  light, 
The  loneliness  of  soul  is  past, 

From  now  there  comes  no  dreamless 

night; 
My  spirit  is  made  fast. 

We  may  be  all  the  world  apart, 

Tossed  far  amid  this  world's  affairs. 

Hiding  your  friendship  in  my  heart, 
I  know  that  someone  cares. 

All  this,  my  friend,  you  cannot  know, 
There  is  so  much  I  dare  not  say. 

My  heart  is  far  too  full,  and  so 
I  go  upon  my  way. 
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Quo? 


What  was  it,  I  wonder, 

A  glance,  the  turn  of  a  shoulder, 
Starting  a  fire  to  smoulder, 

That  tore  a  world  asunder? 

And  they  think  us  strangers. 
The  people  around  us  pressing, 
Gazing  but  never  guessing, 

Stalled  oxen  in  their  mangers ! 

You  will  never  kiss  me. 
Yet  if  I  die  to-morrow, 
I  know  it's  you  will  sorrow, 

And  you  that  most  will  miss  me. 

Like  summer  in  the  clover, 
Like  dew  upon  the  heather 
Those  days  we  spent  together 

As  sweet,  as  swiftly  over. 

"Seek  truth,"  the  Scripture  preaches. 
How  lightly  words  are  spoken, 
How  swiftly  hearts  are  broken — 

Just  this  is  what  Life  teaches. 
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Reality 


Timed  to  the  restless  fingers  of  the  rain 
My  thoughts  come  twisting  in  an  endless 

chain, 
"If  he  could  hold  me  in  his  arms  again!" 

What  sudden  misery  when  once  you  know 
Just  one  thing  matters :  all  the  rest  may  go 
For  one  short  hour:  and  Life  has  told  me  so. 

We  snatched  that  hour  from  a  careless  Fate 
When  down  the  surging  foam,  in  breathless 

spate 
Time,  like  a  torrent,  rushed  precipitate. 

And  now  this  same  Time  drags :  a  sleek  canal 
Winding  around  the  feet  of  Fate,  who  shall 
Not  smile  again,  who  once  was  prodigal. 

I  lay  my  head  upon  her  empty  lap 

And  cry  "Take  all!  here  is  my  jester's  cap, 

The  laughter  that  he  loved  died  in  a  trap." 

If  everyone  who  sows  must  likewise  reap, 
Ah !  let  me  end  it  once  for  all — and  deep 
Plunge,  as  a  diver  plunges,  into  sleep. 

I  cannot  stay  and  watch  my  soul  laid  bare, 
Nor  crown  my  head  with  bitter  ashes  there 
Where  once  his  hands  have  rested  on 
my  hair. 
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Nor  starve  on  sour  herbs  of  rue  and  ruth. 
Love  only  seems  to  mean  a  cruel  truth, 
A  dagger  laid  against  the  breast  of  youth. 

Is  Death  as  hard?   Of  Death  you  must  not 

crave 

Too  much.    It  is  not  much  that  I  would  have, 
One  act  of  mercy — when  I  reach  the  grave. 

It  will  not  be  for  Heaven:  for  such  as  I 
Hope  not  for  Heaven,  nor  seek  eternity, 
Just  this:  to  dream  of  him  when  once  I  die. 
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-No.  2,996   ist  Black  Watch 


Pale  at  the  sight  of  so  much  pain  Dawn  trembles 

on  the  threshold. 
Across  the  water,  Alie,  do  you  dream  of  days 

gone  past  us? 
When  before  us  lay  the  hills,  and  behind  us  lay 

the  sea. 

Yet  I  would  not  have  you  here  now,  I  want  you 

to  remember 
Just  the  hours  that  we  loved  when  we  met  among 

the  heather; 
When  before  us  lay  the  hills,  and  behind  us  lay 

the  sea. 

Even  as  the  sea  at  dusk  so  my  life  is  fading, 

drifting, 
Out  distanced  by  the  spirit;  yet  my  dreams  are 

dwelling  always, 
When  before  us  lay  the  hills,  and  behind  us  lay 

the  sea. 

Life  was  full  of  wonder  then:  honey-scented 

like  the  heather, 
And  all  the  joy  of  all  the  world  was  calling 

down  a  blessing, 
When  before  us  lay  the  hills,  and  behind  us  lay 

the  sea. 
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Dear,  I  leave  my  heart  with  you,  but  my  dreams 

are  coming  with  me ; 
Strange  how  things  once  real  are  gone — just  the 

happy  dreams  remaining, 
When  before  us  lay  the  hills,  and  behind  us  lay 

the  sea. 

Those  hills  I  must  be  facing  now  are  dim,  and 

steep,  and  hidden ; 
Do  you  mind  how  we  took  hands — down  the 

glen — out  to  the  star-light? 
When  before  us  lay  the  hills,  and  behind  us  lay 

the  sea. 

So  will  I  hold  your  hand  when  I  step  into  the 

darkness, 
And  your  presence,  like  a  star,  light  me  home 

now  and  forever. 
Ah!   Before  me  lie  the  hills,  and  behind  me  lies 

the  sea. 


76 


DREAM     SONGS 


To  any  Daughter-in-law 

Woman  he  loves:  have  mercy  pray 
On  another  woman,  worn  and  gray: 
You,  by  the  law  which  rules  the  race, 
Have  seized  that  other  woman's  place. 

And  by  the  same  hard  law 

Her  heart  is  torn  and  raw. 

Just  that  your  lover  might  draw  breath, 
This  woman  has  faced  worse  than  death, 
So  that  your  lover  might  be  born, 
Her  body  was  in  anguish  torn. 
And  what  is  now  her  fate, 
Will  yours  be — soon  or  late. 

But  you  are  scarcely  like  to  miss 
An  hour  or  two,  or  one  stray  kiss. 
A  moment  since  she  held  his  life, 
Now  you  are  come  to  reign ;  his  wife. 

Dreams  leave  their  scent  behind, 

Like  lilies  in  a  wind. 

"The  loveliest  woman  ever  made," 
So  he  told  her,  as  she  swayed 
Above  his  little  tumbled  head, 
To  kiss  him  in  his  narrow  bed. 

He  whispered  in  her  ear: 

"No  one  could  be  as  dear." 


77 


DREAM     SONGS 


Each  tender  little  word  he  said, 

On  a  shelf  in  her  heart  was  laid. 

The  letters  that  from  school  he  wrote, 

Made  a  sob  rise  in  her  throat. 
Each  with  a  ribbon  tied 
(She  dares  not  look  inside). 

But  all  too  soon  the  baby  grows 

Like  the  unfolding  of  a  rose. 

A  mother,  fond  and  never  wise, 

Can  know  no  changing  till  she  dies. 
She  even  dared  to  plan, 
When  he  should  be  a  man! 

Believed  that  she  would  be,  poor  fool! 

The  one  exception  to  the  rule. 

More  wise  than  any  known  before, 

When  youth  goes  knocking  at  the  door 
Of  Life  and  flings  it  wide, 
Would  bid  him  leave  her  side. 

Yes,  if  indeed  go  forth  he  must, 
She  would  keep  his  helm  from  the  dust, 
She  would  make  him  a  suit  of  mail 
Like  the  knight  in  a  fairy  tale. 

So  day  and  night  she  wove 

The  tissue  of  her  love. 
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To  think  of  him  was  her  delight, 
Her  sun  by  day,  her  moon  by  night 
Until  at  last,  across  the  plain 
Of  her  dull  life  he  rides  again. 

But  this  time  not  alone, 

Someone  has  snatched  her  throne! 

Stake  not  your  all  on  something  lest 
The  gods  be  in  a  mood  to  jest; 
As  she  sits  still,  from  tears  half  blind, 
She  hears  their  laughter  down  the  wind. 
They  cry:  "Your  task  is  done, 
Your  place  is  hence ;  begone." 

She  tries  to  see — for  all  is  dim, 

Her  world  was  empty,  but  for  him. 

Friendship  ?  a  word ;  and  Love  ?  a  name. 

Her  son  was  all,  the  rest  a  game. 
It  is  no  use  to  grieve, 
The  gods  grant  no  reprieve. 

Woman  he  loves ;  have  mercy  pray 
On  another  woman,  worn  and  gray. 
You,  by  the  law  which  rules  the  race, 
Have  seized  that  other  woman's  place. 

And  by  the  same  hard  law 

Her  heart  is  torn  and  raw. 
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The  Visit 

And  are  you  really  there  ? 
Cuddled  in  the  luggie  chair, 
With  the  firelight  on  your  hair? 

With  your  little  foot  tip  tap, 
And  your  rosy  muslin  cap, 
Little  hands  clasped  in  your  lap. 

Well,  but  if  you  only  knew, 
Often  I  just  dream  it 's  you 
Until  now  that  it  is  true. 

All  my  words  have  gone  astray, 
Now  that  you  are  here  to-day 
There  seems  nothing  left  to  say. 

My  thoughts  fly  in  a  flock, 
I  can  only  watch  the  clock 
Which  seems  to  muse  and  mock. 

Swinging  to  its  pendulum, 
I  can  hear  the  sentence  come 
"All  ecstacy  is  dumb." 

Repeating  to  and  fro 

The  truth  that  haunts  me  so, 

"In  an  hour  she  will  go." 

And  are  you  really  there, 
Cuddled  in  the  luggie  chair, 
With  the  firelight  on  your  hair? 
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In  Bitterness 

Those  stiff  little  words  that  say  good-bye, 
And  you  repeat  that  you  meant  no  harm ! 

What  made  you  do  it  ?   I  wonder  why  ? 

Did  you  forget  that  my  blood  runs  warm  ? 

Do  you  think  a  man  is  made  of  ice  ? 

You,  with  a  heart  as  cold  as  the  snow — 
Virtue,  when  sleek,  can  become  a  vice 

Has  nobody  ever  told  you  so  ? 

Do  I  hate  you  ?    No,  for  life  is  short. 

Why  waste  it  vainly  on  poor  white  lies  ? 
What  matter  whether  I  hate  or  not, 

It  would  only  cause  you  mild  surprise. 

When  I  am  old  you  will  still  look  young, 
Your  face  without  a  wrinkle  or  crease. 

An  even  nature,  a  quiet  tongue, 

And  a  persevering  wish  to  please! 

Your  memory:  a  convenient  fog — 

Should  we  meet  again  when  your  sun 
is  set, 

You  will  ignore  the  unlucky  dog; 

Who,  having  loved  you,  could  not  forget. 
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You  and  I 

People  talked  in  the  chintz-clad  room, 
Like  careless  shadows  passing  by. 

Outside  was  wind  and  noise  and  gloom, 
Somehow  there  seemed  just  you  and  I. 

Minutes  fled,  like  the  whirling  host 
Of  leaves  from  dreary  London's  sky, 

Fled  past  our  corner  and  were  lost, 
Nor  did  we  count  them — you  and  I. 

Changing  "to-day"  to  "long  ago," 
Time  is  so  cruel,  I  wonder  why? 

Did  something  hurt  him  once  ?   If  so, 
We  must  forgive  him — you  and  I. 
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Wood  Fire — Dream  Fire 

The  wind  sprite  played  on  his  soft  guitar 
A  low  sweet  air  from  the  west. 

Tired  and  glad,  having  wandered  far, 
I  sat  on  the  ground  to  rest. 

The  open  fire  made  a  cheerful  noise, 
And  the  gay  flames  clambered  high, 

Seeming  to  sing  with  a  merry  voice 
"Watch  us  reach  up  to  the  sky." 

In  a  little  time,  such  a  little  time, 
Gay  flames,  you  were  huddled  low! 

Meaning  so  far  and  so  high  to  climb, 
Where  have  you  ended  now? 

Still,  and  at  rest — like  a  red  dream  flower, 

Soon  only  their  ashes  white 
Will  show  that  they  lived  one  fleeting 
hour 

Before  they  died  in  the  night. 

Once  on  a  time — ah !    Once  on  a  time, 

So  I  had  fancied  too — 
Life  was  a  mountain  that  I  could  climb, 

Nothing  I  would  not  do ! 


Alas !    Alas !    For  the  passing  hour. 
Nothing  remains  but  a  red  dream  flower. 
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A  Protest 

You  said  it  was  to  be,  and  yet 

It  cannot  be  good-bye. 
For  memory  will  not  forget, 

And  will  not  even  try! 

The  marigolds  still  vainly  paint 

That  sunlight  in  your  hair, 
While  blue-bells  match  in  colours  faint 

Those  trailing  robes  you  wear. 

Dim  echoes  carry  back  your  name, 

Your  voice  is  in  the  wind, 
Even  the  birds  join  in  the  game 

Remembrance  to  remind. 

Tall  forest  trees  seem  on  the  watch 
And,  while  their  boughs  they  lace, 

Each  bends  far  down ;  as  though 

to  catch 
A  vision  of  your  face. 

Then  last  of  all,  when  twilight  gray, 
Clad  like  some  fair  young  nun, 

Comes  gravely  forth  as  if  to  pray 
Beside  the  dying  sun. 

Even  in  dreams  you  come  to  bless, 

Just  as  I  can  descry 
In  times  of  trouble  and  distress 

Your  shadow  passing  by. 
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When  Friendship  Clips  the 
Wings  of  Love 

When  Friendship  clips  the  wings  of  Love, 

No  more  he  sweeps  the  skies 
Where  once  he  used  to  laugh  and  rove, 

Now  pensively  he  lies. 
Nor  leaves  a  kiss  on  frosty  panes 

To  catch  a  maiden's  eye, 
Nor  lies  in  wait  down  twilit  lanes 

To  lure  the  passer-by. 

Friendship :  so  full  of  commonsense, 

Has  no  room  for  romance, 
Extremely   truthful,   somewhat   dense, 

She   looks  at  Love  askance, 
And  will  not  meet  his  wistful  eyes 

(Of  Plato   talks  instead); 
Then   wakes  one   day,  in  sad  surprise, 

To  find  that  Love  is  dead. 
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The  Lonely  Goddess* 

Oh  Night  unblest  by  stars !    Look  down  on  me 
With  mercy — see  unblest  by  worshippers, 
A  lonely  goddess — all  our  votaries 
Have  scattered  wide,  my  beauty  fades  and  wanes ; 
As  yours  must  fade  before  the  Dawn's  keen  eyes. 
My  face  like  ashes  and  my  eyes  dead  fires ! 
Is  there  no  island  washed  by  milk-white  seas 
Where  I  could  find  a  throne  and  reign  again  ? 
Where  orange  noon  hides  in  the  watchful  dusk 
Dreaming  amongst  the  sudden  thick-set  groves 
Of  ilex  trees :  and  where  the  cruel  light 
Of  modern  creeds  can  never  force  their  way. 
Silence  unbroken  save  where  one  hushed  note 
From  some  wild  bird  proclaims  a  worshipper: 
Bare  headed,  with  soft  feet,  and  suppliant  hands. 
I  care  not  for  the  blood  of  stricken  beasts; 
Rather  the  grave  and  tender  gift  of  thoughts 
Rising — as  smoke  wreaths  rise  from  tranquil 

homes — 

To  crown  the  twilight.     Here  alone  I  mourn 
Unloved,  forgotten  of  the  sons  of  men. 
I  cry  to  Death  who  may  not  answer  me, 
For  I  am  cursed  with  immortality — 
Else  long  ago :  my  face  pressed  to  the  earth 
I  had  lain  quiet  and  my  heart  found  peace 
Amid  a  stillness  broken  by  the  steps 
Of  lonely  winds  that  tread  the  restless  seas. 
Mine  eyes  whose  blue  is  dim,  alas!  with  tears, 
*Lines  to  a  picture  by  Glyn  Philpot. 
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Turn  earthwards  now — there  where  I  may 

not  rest, 

My  solitude  is  ringed  about  with  fears: 
Jackals  that  skirt  the  shadows;  can  I  bear 
To  mourn  through  all  the  ages — all  alone  ? 
Wild  grasses  grow  about  my  feet,  where  men 
Forget  to  kneel — Ah !  Night,  for  pity's  sake 
Send  forth  thy  silent  messengers — let  dreams 
Wake  memory  within  the  hearts  of  men 
As  your  grave  chamberlain,  the  faithful  Moon, 
To-morrow  will  bring  back  your  court  of  stars. 
Grant  the  appeal  of  one  who,  now  accurst, 
May  neither  look  on  Life  nor  long  for  Death. 
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The  Hardest  Word  of  All  to  Say 

My  cry  is  an  exceeding  bitter  cry. 
How  will  I  ever  bear  the  long,  long  hours 
Behind  the  leaden  casements  of  to-day? 
Until  at  last  the  night  comes  and  devours 
The  light,  and  I  can  dream  my  life  away. 
Oh!  hardest  word  of  all  to  say:  Good-bye. 

How  strong  our  love,  and  ah !  how  weak  am  I ! 
What  will  I  do  when,  in  a  wild  mad  flood, 
The  want  of  you  leaps  strangling  to  my  throat? 
Why  did  God  put  this  longing  in  our  blood  ? 
Oh !  sweet  song  broken  on  its  sweetest  note. 
Oh!  hardest  word  of  all  to  say:  Good-bye. 

Brought  face  to  face  with  crude  reality, 
What  is  there  in  this  poignant,  dumb  appeal 
That  makes  the  rest  of  life  unreal,  unsure  ? 
Joy  passing  measure — only  to  reveal 
An  anguish  keener  than  I  can  endure. 
Oh !  hardest  word  of  all  to  say :  Good-bye. 

What  is  this  vague  eventuality? 

And  must  it  come  through  passion,  tears,  and 

youth 

Spilt  in  a  sacrifice,  and  wretched  days 
(And  nights  of  agony  and  tears  forsooth) 
Spent  in  extinguishing  Love's  splendid  blaze? 
Oh !  hardest  word  of  all  to  say :  Good-bye. 
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And  what  avails:  to  tear  and  crucify? 
Tortured  and  bleeding  Love  is  just  as  strong 
As  when,  serene,  he  faced  the  laughing  stars. 
Kings  and  conventicles  preach  right  and 

wrong, 

Love  mocks  at  laws  behind  his  prison  bars. 
Oh !  hardest  word  of  all  to  say :  Good-bye. 

My  cry  is  an  exceeding  bitter  cry. 

Our  youth  will  wear  away  so  soon,  so  soon. 

Must  duty  be  the  sour  epitaph 

Of  two  lives  withered  long  before  their  noon? 

God!   How  the  crouching,  watching  Fates 

must  laugh ! 
Oh!  hardest  word  of  all  to  say:  Good-bye. 
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Sunset  has  fled  the  winter  sky, 

The  half  door  open  wide, 
Quietly  reading  a  book  I  lie 

Stretched  on  a  rug  inside. 

All  of  a  sudden — over  the  book 
I  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  skies ; 

A  great  black  cloud  settles  as  I  look, 
Of  singular  shape  and  size. 

Just  exactly  like  a  velvet  mask 
With  slits  for  the  eyes  to  shine, 

Right  down  through  the  miles  of  space 

they  ask 
A  question  as  they  meet  mine. 

A  mask  on  a  face  both  white  and  proud 
The  curious  resemblance  grew, 

Till  I  forgot  it  was  just  a  cloud 

With  the  light  sky  shining  through. 

It  felt  uncanny  I  must  confess, 

How  those  pale  eyes  seemed  to  peer! 

Until  at  last,  I  began  to  guess 

What  my  heart  was  meant  to  hear. 

"Soon  comes  the  time  when  dreams  defy 
The  world,  till  the  morning  light. 

If,  for  once,  the  choice  with  you  may  lie 
Of  whom  would  you  dream  to-night?" 
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Home  Coming 

Your  face  is  as  the  face  of  the  dead : 
Just  an  empty  shell  of  stone. 

The  old  folk  sleep  in  their  kirkyard  bed, 
And  we  three  are  grown  and  gone. 

You  stand  all  gray  and  tired  and  old, 

Out  on  the  edge  of  the  hill. 
The  long  grass  waves  on  your 
hearthstone  cold, 

And  peers  from  each  window-sill. 

Was  it  yesternight  we  sat  and  spoke 

Of  Life  as  a  kind  of  game  ? 
While  we  talked  and  watched  the 

twisting  smoke. 
Ah !    How  close  we  seemed  to  fame. 

Then  Willie  said:  "All  around  the  hearth" 
(He  was  youngest  of  us  three) 

"Throng  dreams  that  henceforth  must 

roam  the  earth, 
Let  us  come  and  set  them  free." 

He  sprang  to  the  door  and  flung  it  wide. 

"Dreams,  till  we  return,  good-bye ; 
Then  shall  ye  drift  down  the  dark 
hill  side; 

And  give  us  your  company." 
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Well!    Geordie  and  Willie  won  their  game, 
Though  Willie  is  dead — at  sea. 

For  each  of  them  earned  a  hero's  name, 
But  what  has  become  of  me  ? 

Little  home  on  the  edge  of  the  moor, 

If  I  build  you  up  again, 
Will  those  dreams  come  drifting 
through  the  door 

Like  the  silent,  grieving  rain  ? 

Ah,  well!   I  know — "If  I  made  you  whole 
It  would  not  avail," — it  seems 

That  if  a  man  shall  have  lost  his  soul 
He  may  not  regain  his  dreams. 
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In  Spring 


Come,  Little  Waggon,  and  steal  away 
From  the  shed:  your  dull  abode: 

Light  is  my  heart  while  I  walk  to-day, 
As  though  I  had  lost  a  load. 

Oh !   Little  Waggon,  take  me  far, 

Quick  past  the  towns  where  the  people  are, 
Out  on  the  long,  gray  road. 

Come,  Little  Waggon,  and  steal  away, 
Make  haste,  for  the  time  flies  fast, 

And  calendars  will  not  stop  at  May; 
One  smile,  and  the  Spring  is  past. 

Oh!   Little  Waggon,  take  me  far, 

I  draw  back  the  bolt  and  lift  the  bar, 
See!    We  are  off  at  last! 

Come,  Little  Waggon,  and  steal  away 

Where  the  anemones  grow, 
"Wind  flowers,"  the  country  people  say, 

Moonwhite  like  a  drift  of  snow. 
Oh !   Little  Waggon,  take  me  far, 
Where  sunset  waits  for  the  first  pale  star, 

And  fairy  pipers  blow. 
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Come,  Little  Waggon,  and  steal  away, 
For  to-night  is  yours  and  mine 

At  las^;  when  the  darkness  drowns  the  day 
With  the  scent  of  gorse  divine. 

Oh !   Little  Waggon,  take  me  far 

From  the  life  that  hurts  and  leaves  a  scar, 
Where  gorse  makes  drunk  like  wine! 

Come,  Little  Waggon,  and  steal  away 
Where  the  fires  of  fancy  gleam, 

And  while  sleep  will  keep  the  world  at  bay 
Forever  it  would  seem. 

Little  Dream  Waggon,  take  me  far 

That  there,  in  a  world  which  knows  not  war, 
I  meet  him  in  my  dream. 
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Envoi 

Away  towards  the  north 

When  you  take  leave  of  me, 

My  Dream  Songs — fare  you  forth — 
Where  your  singer  loves  to  be. 

Where  grows  the  asphodel, 
The  reed  of  the  white  blade ; 

Land  that  I  love  so  well, 

Dear  land  where  dreams  are  made. 

As  flighting,  wild  birds  streak 
Like  one  long  flash  of  gray, 

Needing  no  path  to  seek: 

So  well  you  know  your  way. 

Yet  if,  to  one  of  you, 

There  breaks  across  your  flight 
Some  voice  it  seems  you  knew, 

A  voice  from  out  the  night: 

Little  song — say  good-bye, 

Then  let  the  rest  depart. 
They  fade  against  the  sky, 

You  nest  within  his  heart. 

And,  should  they  faint  and  fall 
(For  storms  are  cruel  and  strong), 

What  is  Life  after  all? 
The  passing  of  a  song! 
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